SOME LETTERS OF
To Ferdinand Schevill
CASA FEOLLO, GIUDECCA.
VENICE, June 8th, '97. DEAR FEED:
I have put off writing to you from day to day, partly by reason of the manifold demands which Venice makes on one's powers of sensation and utterance, but principally by reason of the delay which my intimate connections with the patrician houses of Milan failed to prevent in the forwarding of my negatives. Here they are at last, such ones as I have got printed: rejoice over them duly.
I have been installed in the Casa Frollo with the Lovett family for two weeks, and many blessings have been showered upon us. Foremost to be mentioned among Heavenfs gifts is a * garden, green and voiccful, reaching back through checkered vistas to the Lagoon — a regularly bang-up place of dalliance. Lacketh as yet a laughing Lalage; as yet, I repeat, not without a sinking at the heart. Meanwhile Euterpe floats at the ends of the vineyard alleys, elusive, promising. The Good-Friday theme has taken shape;
86whom he refers to as " Uncle Horace/' the editing of the Cambridge Edition of Milton's Poetical Works.ton before sailing. I fear not, as I can get very cheap rates east on the Baltimore and Ohio, and my steamer (Anchor Line to Naples) is apt to up and
